COUNTRY  LIFE                  n
the first orchard we passed, with the soft perfumed snow of the blossoms floating through the rosy sunset light, raised my spirits to an ecstasy of joy; and when our journey ended, at the rough farm-house, with my arm around the surly looking watch-dog, I stood and heard for the first time the mournful cry of the whippoorwill out in the star-pierced dark of the early May night, I thrilled with the unspoken consciousness that this was a new world that I was entering — a lovely, lovely world, that the grown-ups called the " country "!
For the two years I knew it the charm of that back-wood life never palled. I had never seen the country before, and I found it a place of beauty and many marvels. I did not miss the fine city shops, for I never had had money to spend in them. I did not miss the people, for they had been nothing to me. And here no day that dawned failed to bring me some new experience. With what awed wonderment I faced the mystery of the springing grain. I saw the seed, hard and dry, fall into the furrowed earth and, a few days later, with gentle strength, tiny pale green spears come pricking through the brown. I learned not to look under the hickory-trees for the oak acorns that I adored. I was soon able to tell the rapidly forming furry green peaches from the smooth young apples, and I literally fell down upon my knees and worshipped before lambs, calves, and colts.
In this new, strange life everyone worked, but they worked for themselves — to use a country expression, no one " hired out." I was a very little girl. I could not                      * 11
spin as could my mother, who had passed her childhood                     ,    11
in backwood life.   Of course I could not weave, but I                    /    ||
was taught to knit my own stockings — such humpy,                   /      *'
lumpy knitting!    But I was very proud of the accomplish-                 ^-^
ment, even though my mother did have to "turn the heel." Then, too, I with other children at planting-time dropped corn in the sun-warmed furrows, while a man followed behind with a hoe covering it up; and when it had sprouted and was a tempting morsel for certain